Gustave Flaubert Letters

I am perhaps ; but I don't know anything about it, never having
profoundly studied the thing, and having heard of it without
having studied it. Isn't it an uneasiness, an anguish caused by
the desire of an impossible something or other? In that case,
we are all attacked by it, by this strange illness, when we have
imagination; and why should such a malady have a sex?

And still further, there is this for those strong in anatomy:
there is only one sex. A man and a woman are so entirely the
same thing, that one hardly understands the mass of distinc-
tions and of subtle reasons with which society is nourished con-
cerning this subject, I have observed the infancy and the
development of my son and my daughter. My son was myself,
therefore much more woman, than my daughter, who was an.
imperfect man.

I embrace you. Maurice and Lina who have tasted your
cheese, send you their regards, and Mademoiselle Aurora cries
to you, Wait, wait, wait! That is all that she knows how to
say while laughing like a crazy person; for, at heart she is
serious, attentive, clever with her hands as a monkey and amus-
ing herself better with games she invents, than with those one
suggests to her. I think that she will have a mind of her own.

If I do not get cured here, I shall go to Cannes, where some
friends are urging me to come. But I can not yet mention it
to my children. When I am with them it is not easy to move.
There is passion and jealousy. And all my life has been like
that, never my own! Pity yourself then, you who belong to
yourself!

XLV.     To GEORGE SAND

Wednesday evening

I have followed your counsel, dear master, / have exercised!!I
Am I not splendid; eh?

Sunday night, at eleven o'clock, there was such lovely moon-
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